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Gahhy Hayen Tall Tale 

ty Cabby Hayeg iL. 'Z. 



■ WAS just sitting there, a!l hunclied over 
* reading th« fine print, and I never heard 
the door open or anything, I lell you. I was 
really concentrating on the reading and. as you 
blame well know, a kerosene lamp don't exactly 
light up a place like the noonday sun. First 
thing I realized there was anybody felse in the 
room was when my left ear got to kind of 
tickling. I looked that wa/ out of the>corner 
of my eye. expecting maybe lo see a mosquito 
•nd blamed if I didn't notice my ear was play- 
ing host to the muizle of a Colt 44. 

Balli of fire I It felt downright unpleasant! 
What'i thati" You say where was I and what 
W»i 1 doing there? Well, maybe I am getting 
■ mlt« ahead of the ttory. Gather up close 
■round the campfire fo I won't have to shout 
myself deef and I'll telJ you a real, hair-raising 
toU about th« time I was the editor of a newt- 
paper. 

1 rackon there's not ■ red-blooded American 
In til* whole Weit that hasn't wished he wm a 
Dcwtpaparmin, one time or another. A teller's 
Woi»d jeta to boiling sometimes and he would 
giv* his ay* teeth to be able to write « whomp- 
ing. thundering editorial, denouncing all the 
wickedness of the community. That's just the 
w«)r I WIS feeling one day when I happened 
to be over to the town of Saddle Blister, which 
Is just two whoops and • holler northeast of 
Rawhide. 

And luck, as I thought, played right into my 
hands, for the first person I ran into was the 
editor of Tht Sadd/e Blister Times and he 
said, "Gabby, how much money have you got?" 

1 replied, "I reclion I've got just about forty 
iron man on me." 

He Mid, "You hand those forty dollars over 
to me *nd ni sell you my whole newspaper, 
printiac press, good*will and all." 

When I sort of hesitated, he said, "It's a 



rare bargain at that price. Gabby. Why I've got 
a practically new left-handed type stretcher In 
there thai cost me thirty seven dollars last 
year, and I'll throw thai in, too." 

Of course, being a cattleman, I didn't know 
anything about the market price for a left- 
handed type stretcher, but I didn't let on to 
him. That would've showed my ignorance. I 
was really straining at the bit to buy that 
paper, but I didn't want to let on to him that 
I was anxious. I hemmed and hawed and said, 
"If this here deal is such an all-fired bargain, 
why are you to anxious to sell her?" 

"I've got to. Gabby," he said. "I've got to go 
lo Arizona for my health." 

He did look a mite pale and I remarked as 
much. "Sure," he contitujed. "I've been told 1 
won't live very long if I stay in this here 
climate." 

It's a strange thing. He looks a little bit like 
me, or so I've been told. 'Bout the same size 
and wears his whiskers the same way and all. 
Only I'm just as healthy as a hog and he looked 
downright sickly when I was talking to him. 
So I knew he wasn't lyijig about wanting to 
leave town for hii health. I gave him the forty 
dollars and I became editor of The Saddle 



r Tim 



■He handed me the key and said I'd have 
plenty of lime to get the hang of running the 
press and all that because he haij already 
printed that week's issue and I wouldn't have 
to get out another one for seven days. So I 
went into the office and it was getting on to- 
ward night and I lit the lamp, which gave off 
a mighty dim light. like I was saying- 

On the desk were all kinds of papers and 
scribbles and proofs and such truck and alao 
there was a quart bottle which looked like it 
was empty of everything but the smell. I 
sniffed at it and knew it was loco juice and 1 
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figured miybe th* editor h»i httn indulging, 
probably on ■ccount of his poor health, Weil, 
I never touch the stuff myself, so I fired the 
bottle out (he window and went to reading the 

That's when I got the Eun stuffed in my ear. 
I hollered, "Hey, what's going on?" 

The mean-looking hombre behind the gun 
growled like a voice coming up out of the bot- 
tom of a barrel. "Are you the editcu of this 

"Ve», I'm the editor, but . . 

"Get upl" he said. "Don't try, any tricks, I'm 
going to take you out to the edge ol town and 
horsewliip you !" 

I started to object but he growled, "Shut up. 
One more word out of you and I'll shooi you 
dov^ here and now!" 

Balls of fire! He had me! What could I do 
but keep mum? He kept that gun light against 
my head and we moved toward the door. There 
was a big commotion. Two hombres bigger than 
him came in and they had guns drawn. "Beat 
it!" they said to him. "Gil!" He got, 

I kind of sunk back in the editor's chair 
and whooshed out a sigh of relief. "Thanks, 
fellers." I said, "You sure saved my skin. He 
was aiming to horsewhip me 1" 

"You'tl soon be thanking us out of the other 
•ide ot your cheek. Mr, Editor!" snarled one 
of them. 

"That's right!" snapped the other. "Git up 
■nd git moving. We aim lo tar and feather 

Once more I tried to protest and once more 
I got shut up with the threat of a bullet in the 
beezer. Those two marched me outside and 
down a dark alley to where I could hear some 
hortes whinnying. We were almost to the end 
of the alley when three men showed up, alt 
cirrying shotgunt. 

The leader of the three hollered, "Wait upl 
Who've you got there, boys?" 

"We've got that no-good, blasted editor," 
responded one of my captors, "We're going to 
tar and feather him and ride him out of (own 
on * rail t" 

"Oh no you're not !" came the answer. "We're 
taking him over. We aim to lynch him!" 
Well, pards. as you know, I'm not scared of 



anything myself, but my heut miut b« kls4 
ot cowardly for It was going "nimp«t7- 

bumpety-bum-bonm-boom !" I was really (a ibi 

pickle vat- 
There was some palaver amongst the** men 
that gave me an inkling of what had happened. 
It seems like my predecessor, the editor th«t 
sold me the paper, had swallowed up a quart 
of that loco juice and then had gone bog wild 
in printing stuff about everybody in town. He 
had primed stories that said the local doctor 
was a quack, that the banker was a horse thief, 
thai the blacksmith was a stage robber, that 
the sheriff took bribes, and so on and so forth. 
He'd made everybody in town angry. And in 
a dim light, he looked like me! No wonder he 
left town for his health! 

And here were these hombre* palavering 
■bout whether It would be better to tar and 
feather me before they lynched me — or aftarl 

W SUNK back'against a haystack while tfa«]r 

^ wore deciding what to do with me. My 
brain was kind ot numb, but it worked better 
than most brains, at that. I yelled, "Hey, 70U 
ought to al least let the condemned man have 
a smoke before he dies," (As you know, I n«v«r 
use tobacco, but they didn't know if.) Tbay 
agreed 1 could have the smoke. One of 'an 
handed me the makings and a match, I lit the 
match, then kind of iccidentally on purpOM 
dropped it in the haystack. 

That old hay blazed up until it was as bright 
■s day. 1 stood off in that light and hollared, 
"Look, men! I'm net the editor you're after. 
I'm Gabby Hayes from Rawhide!" 

So, when they could see me real good, they 
all agreed they had made a mistakj and they let 
me go. That was the end of my editing days, 
1 deeded the printing press and all to the 
hombre who owned the haystack I burned up, 
I figured it was a fair trade. And I sure hope 
he has a good use for that practically new left- 
handed type stretcnet. 

THE END 



Don't mi«> GABBy HAYES' hilarioai ad- 
venliirei in each iuiu of GABBY HAYES 
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